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On this subject he expatiated with his customary
vivacity and diffusivenesSj drawing from his pro-
digious memory a multitude of curious facts and
amusing anecdotes^ breathing life into history and
endowing archaeology with a living interest His
admiration and his wrath burst forth in swift and
violent alternation m the solemnity of the churchs
and amid the pomp of the ceremony.

a I would give something to know, for instance,
who were the stupid bunglers who set this stone in
the wall. Htc jacei nohlu vtr Johannes Racine. It
is not true ! They make honest Boileau's epitaph
lie. The body of Racine is not m this spot. It was
laid to rest m the third chapel on the left, as you
enter. What idiots!" Then, suddenly calm, he
pointed to Pascal's tombstone.

ctThat came here from the museum of the
Petits-Augustms. No praise can be too great for
Lenoir3 who, in the days of the Revolution,
collected and preserved."

Thereupon, he improvised a second lecture on
lapidary archaeology, even more brilliant than the
first, transformed the history of Pascal's life into
a terrible yet amusmg drama, and vanished In
all, he had remained in the church for the space
of ten minutes.

Over those heads full of worldly cares and
profane desires the Dies ir<*> rumbled like a storm t